Seated in the lounge were the six M.P.S come to
Madrid to see the war at first hand. Geoffrey Cox, an
early riser from the Embassy floor, was already there.
He introduced me. Leader of the deputation was
Mr. Seymour Cocks, a Labour member. Despite a
game leg, he carried himself well; grey-haired, with a
sympathetic smile, he had the understanding look that
people possess who have known suffering.
Plus-foured, with one foot in a bedroom slipper,
"this darned gout", was Captain Crawfurd Green, Wor-
cester's Conservative M.P. An ex-officer in the cavalry,
he was the delegation's senior military expert. To any
left-winger his fierce guardee moustache would at once
be politically suspect. The liberal spirit was provided
by Mr. Wilfred Roberts, tall and thin, his black soft
hat and black sober suiting and overcoat gave him a
nonconformist appearance.
Mr. Dai Grenf ell struck a cosmopolitan note with a
black beret; a miners' M.R, he displayed the same
tenacity in getting to know the truth behind Govern-
ment propaganda, as in the mines at home. The
linguist of the party; he spoke four languages fluently.
Rumour had it that the dapper little Tory, Mr.
Archie James, was Eden's unofficial envoy. It was
refreshing to see the old Etonian tie amidst Madrid's
sordid ruins. An ex-flying officer, Mr. James knew
something about air-raids himself.
Youngest of the party was Captain Macnamara, an